4                   TURKEY IN TRAVAIL
and there springless, bumping mule-carts drove in with
wounded, twisted with the agony of great, raw open
wounds. From Basra these troops had fought and
advanced invincible from victory to victory, and full of
hope and enthusiasm. They had grown even arrogant
with success, stalking through a submissive countryside,
taking great risks and justifying the taking; and then
on the threshold of Bagdad they had been forced to
retreat. With the mutilating Arab close at hand and
the Turks behind them they had been inspired into
the one great concentrated effort of plodding back to
Kut-al-Amarah. The driving stimulus of success was
gone, Now they came in just weary human beings,
instinctively searching for food and safety ; and in Kut
they found mud-huts and a chance to sit down and
eat and rest. They sat down and thanked God for the
chance, but they got up no more. The momentum
was gone out of the force, and out of its commander.
Like a camel in the mud this tired division slipped down
and lay firmly still.
Kut was no more than a bottle of which the broad,
deep and swift Tigris river formed the sides and the
bottom. It controlled, however, the roads into the
country beyond. Behind us lay 300 miles of unprotected
communications and half Mesopotamia conquered, but
not held. Defeat had left this one small division isolated
in the great desert. There were promises of distant
reinforcements. Determined to hold them back as far
as possible and save what had already been won, we
turned and faced the Turks.
We had not long to wait, for very soon the distant